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In Scotland shall reign never.

Maitland.                            That I know,

And this no less ; that he who reigns shall reign
Never by right of England's leave or love,
Her ward or servant; as, this queen removed,
Haply ye hope her lineal heir might be,
And in that hope work with these Hamiltons
To strike at us in Mary's name, and pluck
Death from our hands upon her; you, your queen,
And they her kinsfolk, all ye seek her death \
No word but of her freedom in your mouths,
No end than this less looked for in your hearts.
Speak to the council as but now to me.
Defy them in her cause, not all the world
For three days' space shall save her.

Throgmorton.                                    Nay, not we

Desire the queen's death at your hand provoked,
But here from Tullibardine's mouth I know
Her kin at secret heart desire no less,
And will ye but allow their house its right
By heritage to reign, no need, they say,
To take more care for her, who privily
May be put out of life, and no man more
In that dead name be troubled; and again,
If they with no such promise being assured
Shall not join hands with you, and England then
Shall bring the queen back whom ye spared to slay,
Ye are lost and they not winners.    Therefore is it
That of Lord Mar and of yourself I seek
Help for the queen's deliverance, who being dead
Can profit no marl but your foes and ours